On whom he may beget himself an heir,

And lead his life in joy and in solace,

Whereas these bachelors do but sing "Alas!*'

When they fall into some adversity

In love, which is but childish vanity.

And truly, it is well that it is so

That bachelors have often pain and woe;

On shifting ground they build, and shiftiness

They find when they suppose they've certainness.

They live but as a bird does, or a beast,

In liberty and under no arrest,

Whereas a wedded man in his high state

Lives a life blissful, ordered, moderate,

Under the yoke of happy marriage bound;

Well may his heart in joy and bliss abound.

For who can be so docile as a wife?

Who is so true as she whose aim in life

Is comfort for him, sick or well, to make?

For weal or woe she will not him forsake.

She's ne'er too tired to love and serve, say I,

Though he may lie bedridden till he die.

.And yet some writers say it is not so,

And Theophrastus is one such, I know.

What odds though Theophrastus chose to lie?

"Take not a wife," said he, "for husbandry,

If you would spare in household your expense;

A faithful servant does more diligence

To keep your goods than your own wedded wife.

For she will claim a half part all her life;

And if you should be sick, so God me save,

Your true friends or an honest serving knave

Will keep you better than she that waits, I say,

After your wealth, and has done, many a day.

And if you take a wife to have and hold,

Right easily may you become cuckold."

This judgment and a hundred such things worse

Did this man write, may God his dead bones curse!

But take no heed of all such vanity.

Defy old Theophrastus and hear me.